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the morning we went to see the presentation of gifts to the Shareef. His camp, which was on an artificially raised platform, comprised four huge marquees and many smaller tents. Lines of troops formed a passage and kept back the crowd. Bands paraded up and down the open space left between. The various grandees present arrived one after the other with their proper escorts, and were received by the Shareef seated on a dais at the far end of the largest marquee. They included envoys from Moslem countries, the governor of Mecca, some minor Mohammedan potentates from India and elsewhere, and other people of consequence. When all were assembled and seated, the Turkish Ambassador arrived with the Sultan's present carried on a gold dish. I cannot say of what the gift consisted, as it was covered with a cloth, but I was told that a few thousand in cash is the form it generally takes. The Shareef came to the edge of the platform to receive this visitor and escorted him within.
As soon as this ceremony was over, and the Turkish Ambassador had ridden away, the principal Meccans and pilgrims from foreign countries wishing to salute the Shareef passed in. He held in fact a sort of levee to which every one was admitted who cared to go. Masaudi went, but I declined to do so, fearing possible questions about myself which might be awkward.
The present Shareef, Seyyid Hussein, is a very popular man. He had then comparatively recently assumed office, having succeeded his brother therein, who was deposed by the Turkish Government. From what I could see he fully deserves the estimation in which lie is held. While quite alive to the dignity of his position, he endeavours to revive the old traditions of the Prophet and the earlier Caliphs, who were accessible to all and sundry, and put into actual practice the theory of equality and fraternity inculcated by the Koran. The Shareefs who preceded Seyyid Hussein would allow no one to sit down in their presence, and were apt to treat their inferiors as so much dirt.
We were sitting in our tent smoking and listening to Masaudi's account of the Iev6e, when we came within a little of complete disaster. The wall of our tent was down, as usual in the heat of the day, and we ourselves